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HP HE way from Seville to Cadiz passes at first through
JL groves of oranges, pomegranates, and olives, coming
at last out on to an immense heath, very lonely and
desolate, where the only living things are the herds of
bulls, almost black in the sunset that fills the desert
with its glory. Sometimes in the twilight you may
see some of them come down together to the water
to drink, and something in the forsaken and savage
loneliness of this arid and burning land will remind
you of Morocco, where the leopards come down to
drink at the pools at evening and bark at the moon,
And if at midday this sad and forsaken country
is invisible under the summer sun, in the dawn or
at sunset or in the night it is full of mystery and
enchantment, since the world itself is so little with you,
and your real companions are the great solitary stars
that hang like lamps in heaven to light you, alone of all
men, on your way. For the sun has set; even the colour
of the earth is hidden from you, and all you may see is a
mystery of blue and gold, Now and then you may hear
the wind walking in the gardens of olives, sometimes in
the deep sky a star leans across the shoulder of the
mountains; at that time, really alone with God, you
may, perhaps, understand something of the profound
susceptibility of the Spaniard to religion; face to face
with your own soul you will be eager to save yourself,
by any means, from annihilation, from the immense
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